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and how each instrument came in. After that I shared the experi-
ence with him of hearing each of his works from the sounding of
the first note up to the last time he conducted it. They were the
most unforgettable and exalted hours of my life.
Mahler was in a state of nervous exasperation just at this time
and so prejudiced, into the bargain, against the Philharmonic
orchestra owing to the persistent agitating on the part of some of
its members that these rehearsals threw me into paroxysms of
fright. He raged, he stamped; he picked on victims for special
castigation and shouted at the orchestra as a whole until they
played unwillingly, and some even made a show of leaving in the
middle of the rehearsal. It took us all our time to calm him down
in the brief pauses, and even so these rehearsals were a martyrdom
for players and audience. A young musician asked my leave to
look over my score. I was very glad to share it with a musician;
and I could sympathize with his enjoyment of the passages which
came through best. It was Gustav Brecher, the since celebrated
conductor.
The performance took place on the I2th of January, 1902. It
was in the afternoon and I was not feeling well. I was stared at
as Mahler's fiancee and I found it hard to bear. I was more
conscious of the blood singing in my ears than I was of the music.
The Fourth came to an end; I looked round the hall and caught
sight of an old friend, the President of the Society of the Friends
of Music, in the Director's box. He smiled and bowed to me and
I was glad to see a face I knew. The friends of Mahler, however,
had their eyes glued to me and before the interval was over they
reported me to him for flirting outrageously throughout the whole
performance.
"Das klagende Lied" began and ended without giving me any
real pleasure. I was too much ruffled by all I saw and felt. M.
was lying on the sofa in the artists' room simulating a fainting-
attack. I was ignored by the "friends" and Mahler treated me as
a criminal. I was beside myself. I knew nothing of the clouds
which had gathered about my head in my absence. His friends
had been dinning it into him that whereas M. sacrificed herself
for him (she had sung the chief part in the "Klagende Lied ")
and gave her last breath for him, I sat aad flirted all through the
conceit. Mahler was in consternation over this. He begged M.
to spare herself and thanked her again and again. To me-he was
exceedingly chilly. The plot had worked.